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"H-hello?" Trent breathed. 


"Hey Trent, what are you doing?" Nivek laughed. "Why do you sound winded?" 


"Winded?" Trent swallowed, and his eyebrows knotted, 


"Out of breath," Nivek said with a smile Trent could hear over the phone. "What are you up to?" 


"Nothing much," Trent replied, too bashful to tell the other man he was in the midst of pleasuring himself. 


"Yeah? Me neither. We just checked into the hotel. | finally have a room to myself." 


Trent smiled and bit his lip, his hand making its way back down to his erection. He exhaled through his nose, an 
attempt to avoid giving himself away as he grew aroused by the sound of Nivek's voice. He brought his hand 


down the base, much slower than the momentum he had going before the telephone rang. He decided the 
interruption wasn't so bad, if he imagined it was Nivek's. 


"You're jerking off, aren't you?" Nivek lowered his voice. 


That tone sent a thrill through Trent's body, a heavy breath leaving his lips. Then he shut them upon realizing 


he answered the question without the use of words. 


"Hahahaaa, | knew it. You're easy to figure out.” 


He huffed. "Fuck off" 


Nivek chuckled. "Might as well get you off while I'm here." 


"Over the phone?" 


"Yeah. Never heard of phone sex?" 


"Not--" Trent pursed his lips. "No. | haven't." 


"What are you thinking about?" 


"l'm thinking about you." He uttered a faint moan as he caressed his scrotum. "Wishing you were here with me 
right now." 


| wish | was there too," Nivek purred. "| would love to stroke you off myself" 


"Oh, fuck," he breathed, wrapping his hand around his length to stroke himself. 


"Bet you're imagining it's my hand around that cock, aren't you?" 


"Y-yes," Trent whispered. "Oh yeah.. | want you to Touch me." 


"lll touch you where ever you want me to." 


He stroked himself faster, groaning as he relished the titilation from getting off to Nivek's mere voice despite 


his absence. 


"So tell me," Nivek broke the silence. "What's brewing in that dirty mind now?" 


| want you to fuck me, Kevin" He glanced down at the bead of precum in his slit, his breaths coming out 


heavier. 


"Sounds like you want it bad, Trent. But not bad enough." 


"Kevin l--" Trent cursed as his erection throbbed in his hand. "| want you to fuck me so bad. So fucking bad.. 


please." 


"Yeah," the other man groaned. "Tell me how you want it, baby." 


"I wanna be on top of you and.. ahh.. and have your dick inside me. All of it” 


Trent felt a blush on his own face, burning hotter as each lewd word left his lips. Nivek hissed, his outward 


breath sending a delightful shiver into Trent's ear and through his body. 


"Il let you ride me.. if you let me slap that pretty ass." 


"G-god, yes!" he moaned through clenched teeth. 


"Knew you'd like that. You're so fucking dirty, Trent" 


"Fuck, | love it!" Trent sighed, the electric tingling in his groin telling him his peak was fast approaching. "Love it 


when you're rough with me." 


Another shiver went through him when Nivek moaned gravelly. 


"I love the way you take whatever | give to you. Now tell me where you want me to come." 


"Kev-- ahh!" His climax rendered him speechless, eyes squeezed shut and crying out as the surge of pleasure 
jolted through his trembling body. His back arched and relaxed involuntarily, his toes curling while his hand 
pumped as fast as it could. Hls voice faltered into whimpering and whining, cursing in a harsh whisper as the 


first hot, white streak landed on his stomach. 


When the tremors ended, he opened his eyes and sat up a little, catching a full glimpse of the mess he made 
on his own skin. He looked to his left, realizing the telephone fell to the floor at some point. He inched over 
before bending down, and held it up to his ear. 


"Kevin?" 


"Welcome back," he teased. "That.. sounded intense." 


"Y-yeah, it was." Trent's gaze fell to his right hand, where he noticed a streak of his own seed between his 
thumb and index finger. 


"You never answered my question" 


‘I'm sorry. Really. What was it again?" 


"| asked you where you wanted me to come." 


"Oh, right. Anywhere | can taste it," Trent said with a deep breath before raising the back of his hand to his 


tongue. 


